We have this wonderful capacity to communicate with each other through language. We create and develop concepts as a way to share who we are and how we experience the world. As beings, we all need a place to be, to exist in the world and be affirmed in that existence: individual and society, together. Our language, however, can only express what we are aware of in our experience.
Narrative's foci on context and historicity pulled us out of a partial view of the human, the positivist story, and allowed us back into people's lives. We learned about people's struggles, heard hitherto silenced stories and voices, and have gained a very real understanding of the role that meaning-making plays in our lives. We have seen how story structures experience and identity and how much we cherish coherence and order in ourselves and in the world. But, I am arguing, the pendulum has swung too far to the side of narrative and away from immediate experience. For narrative also has its ghosts, the ghosts of our fears, of disorder, of chaos that binds us to selves and identities, to stories, to narrative based coherence that veils us from the ground of our being, from that which is in our present experience in each moment, and thus from each other.
The critical question is how much of being are we experiencing? To know, we would have to see through our stories, through the "reality" of our conditioning, the implicit assumptions that language assists us to avoid. How hard is it to see through our stories? Is this even possible?
I think it fitting to use language itself as an example, as language also has an implicit assumption on which our interaction with it is based.
Read the following poem, entitled Suspended in Air, by Lord Byron (1788-1824).
I'm not in earth, nor the sun, nor the moon; You may search all the sky, I'm not there. In the morning and evening, though not at noon, you may plainly perceive me, for like a balloon, I am suspended in air. Though disease may possess me, and sickness and pain, I am never in sorrow nor gloom; Though in wit and wisdom, I equally reign, I'm the heart of all sin and have long lived in vein, Yet, I ne'er to be found in the tomb.
To what is Byron referring? As you are attempting to figure out this riddle, also observe the process you are engaging in to discern the meaning. To figure out to what Byron is referring, we engage in a trial and error process of fitting potential candidate answers to a test of fit to the
